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Auntie Khau was Mama’s sister. One 
day, Auntie Khau asked Marubini to be 
a pageboy at her wedding in Venda. 
Marubini told his friend Miguel about 
his auntie’s wedding.

‘Please ask Auntie Khau if I can also 
be a pageboy,’ said Miguel. 

So Marubini asked his aunt and she 
agreed. Mama took the boys to a 
shop to hire clothes for the wedding.

‘Can I have a white suit?’ asked 
Marubini. 

‘No,’ said Mama. ‘It’s so dusty in  
Venda, a white suit will get dirty.  
Let’s try on some smart black suits.’

Very early in the morning, they set 
out for Venda by car. At about ten 
o’clock, they finally arrived. 

The Wedding PhotoThe Wedding Photo
Everybody in the village was 
preparing for the next day.  
A huge tent was already set up 
with a big white flag to show 
that a wedding was taking place.
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Women were grinding makhaha, 
fetching water, making buckets of 
mabundu and decorating the floors 
with patterns. 

That night, after the cow had been     
slaughtered and the cooking fires 
lit, everyone went to the church 
to practise. A tall, strict-looking 
woman from the church was giving 
orders. 

At dawn, the boys were woken up 
by the sound of  guests arriving. 
People brought food, cakes, sugar, 
tea and wood as well as wrapped 
presents. The boys helped to put 
the presents in the bride’s room 
and decorate the cars with ribbons.

Afterwards, the boys changed  
into their suits. Then it was  
time to go to the church.  
The service was very  
long. The pastor talked  
for two hours and  
the people danced for  
another hour. The boys  
began to feel tired and  
hot in their suits.

‘Let’s go outside,’ whispered 
Marubini. ‘Everyone is so busy 
dancing, they won’t even notice  
if we leave.’ 

‘Good idea,’ agreed Miguel. ‘We can 
play for a while.’

The two boys slipped quietly out  
of the church. Nobody saw them go. 
Outside, they played with the village 
boys and forgot all about their 
smart clothes. They fell in the dusty 
sand and wrestled and raced around 
wildly. 

Suddenly, they heard someone 
calling their names. The strict 
church lady was calling them to 
come for the wedding photographs.

‘Are you the pageboys?’ she shouted 
in dismay. ‘Look what you’ve done 
to your clothes! How can you 
appear in the photographs in these 
dirty clothes?’

‘They must have gone out to play 
and forgotten about their clothes,’ 

said Auntie Khau. ‘I still want them 
in my wedding picture. See if you 
can tidy them up.’

Even though their jackets were too 
dirty to wear in the photograph, 
the boys’ shirts were still clean 
underneath. So that is why, in 
Auntie Khau’s wedding photograph, 
her two pageboys are wearing just 
their white shirts and bow-ties!
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Nombulelo lived in Johannesburg. 
One day, her parents told her that 
the family was moving to KwaZulu-
Natal. Nombulelo was going to stay 
with her aunt in Durban for a while 
so that she could start school. She 
got up early to catch the bus to 
Durban.

When Nombulelo’s bus arrived at the 
bus stop, the first person she saw 
was her aunt. She ran up to her 
and gave her a hug. As they walked 
through the busy streets, Nombulelo 
saw people selling bananas, guavas 
and spicy samoosas. Walking further 
along the road, Nombulelo got a 
terrible fright. ‘EEK!’ she screamed, 
trying to hide behind her aunt. 

Filled with fear, Nombulelo  
  pointed to the man coming  
  towards them. He was jumping  

 up and down in the air, 
wearing colourful feathers 
on his head and large 
beaded earrings. He was 
pulling a two-wheeled 
cart. Nombulelo’s aunt 
laughed. 

‘This man is a rickshaw-
puller, Nombulelo. You 
mustn’t be afraid. The cart 
he is pulling is used to take 
people from one place to 
another so they don’t have 
to walk. Come, he will take 

us home.’

‘Hayi angifuni, angifuni, 
that man scares me!’ cried 
Nombulelo. 

Her aunt smiled. ‘Well then, we’ll just 
have to walk home,’ she replied.

The next day, Nombulelo went to 
school.  
She was very nervous. At break 
time, she tried to make friends. 
Everyone talked to her but she 
couldn’t understand a lot of what 
they were saying. She spoke Zulu 
differently from the people here in 
KwaZulu-Natal. Nombulelo felt very 
embarrassed and wanted to cry and 
this made the children laugh and 
tease her. Her first day at school 

was a nightmare. The teasing 
continued but Nombulelo ignored it. 
In class, a girl called Thokozile sat 
next to her. She was very kind to 
Nombulelo and the two girls became 
friends. 

One day at break time, Nombulelo 
reached into her schoolbag. She 
jumped up in horror and knocked 
the bag onto the floor. Something 
crawled out of the bag – it was 
a green snake! EEK! She screamed 
and screamed, and then burst into 
tears. The other children laughed at 
her. For days afterwards, boys in 
her class pretended that they saw 
a snake in her bag. They teased her 
for being afraid. 
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When the teacher told the class 
that they were going to the sea, 
the children were thrilled but the 
boys in Nombulelo’s class started to 
tease her. 

‘You are so scared of snakes, just 
wait until you see what’s in the 
sea, Nombulelo!’ 

Nombulelo didn’t let the boys’ 
teasing upset her. She had had 
swimming lessons before so she 
wasn’t afraid of water. But she 
knew the sea could be dangerous.

Nombulelo was very excited when 
she saw the sea for the first time. 
WOW! The children jumped and 
splashed in the water. 

Everyone was having such fun that 
nobody noticed an enormous wave 
coming nearer. 

Suddenly, the wave came crashing 
down. Nombulelo heard Thokozile 
scream, so she reached out and 
grabbed Thokozile’s hand. As the 
wave fell over them, Nombulelo 
dragged Thokozile up to the surface. 

First Thokozile gasped for air. 
Then she shouted, ‘You saved me, 
Nombulelo! You are very brave. You 
are my hero!’ 

The other children heard Thokozile’s 
story. Nombulelo smiled, happy that 
none of the children would ever 
tease her for being afraid. 
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Long ago there lived a monster called Boompiloompi. He was so big 
that the ground shook when he walked and the people ran away 
in fear. He liked to eat the people who lived in the village near his 
home.

The village people ran away from him but he still ate some of 
them. This village was called Monster Village.
 

Boompiloompi
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One day a boy and his father came 
to Monster Village. The boy played 
his drum while his father made 
things disappear with his magic. 

Some people were eating and 
drinking.  

‘Zippitty-Zap!’  
said the father and the food and 
drink were gone. The people of 
Monster Village did not think this 
was clever or funny and from  
then on they stopped talking  
to the boy and his father. Zippitty

-Zap!



One morning Boompiloompi came to  
the village. The ground shook  
and the people ran away  
in fear.
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Boompiloompi  

is near!  

Run and hide!

The boy and his father thought of a clever plan.  
The boy began to beat his drum and sing a song.

Boompiloompi, Boompiloompi, 
This is your song. 
Boompiloompi, Boompiloompi, 
Please sing along.

Boompiloompi liked singing the song because it was all about him. 
While he was singing the boy’s father crept up to him and touched 
his foot and said, ‘Zippitty-zap!’ and Boompiloompi disappeared.

The people were so happy that they lifted up the boy and his 
father and from then on the boy played his drum and his father 
did his magic tricks. Nobody minded at all.

Boompiloompi, Boompiloompi, 
This is my song. 
Boompiloompi, Boompiloompi, 
I will sing along.
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Mpho lived with her Gogo.   
From when she was a baby, her Gogo had loved her and 
done everything for her. Mpho was such a happy baby 
that she had brought joy and laughter into Gogo’s life. 
Mpho just loved asking her Gogo questions about 
everything. Now do you keep asking questions? What kind 
of questions do you ask?
‘what a curious child you are!’ said Gogo after Mpho asked 
her questions like
‘why is the sky blue?’
‘why do elephants have such a good memory?’
‘why is our house round and not square?’
‘why do we live in a village in the country?’
‘why can’t we have a lion cub for a pet?’

Now early one starry night Mpho sat outside and talked 
quietly with her Gogo. Of course she asked questions and 
this time she asked,
‘why are there so many stars in the sky, gogo?’
This time Gogo looked up at the sky and said,
‘ I think I’ll tell you a story about how the stars were 
made.’ 
This is Gogo’s story:
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Long, long ago at the beginning of time when the Creator 
first made the world it was a beautiful garden full of 
fountains and flowers and sunshine. There was no night or 
darkness. The sun shone brilliantly all the time. People lived 
together in peace in this garden and took from it only 
what they needed: fruit and vegetables to eat and trees 
to build houses. There was love and kindness and gentleness 
in the world.



Then something terrible happened that changed 
everything. People became jealous of one another  
and began fighting wars to own more and more. 
There was anger, hatred and warfare in the world. 
The Creator was so sad that He decided to cover the 
garden with a big black blanket so He would not have 
to see all the misery and evil that people had caused.

For many years the world was a cold, dark place  
to live in. No plants could grow without water  
and sunshine, and the animals started to die.

People grew angry with the Creator.

‘why have you done this to us?’ they shouted  
and shook their fists at the sky.

The Creator grew sadder and sadder, and He promised 
that He would only take the blanket away if the people 
stopped fighting wars and were kind and good again.

many years passed, no one knows how many. Then, one 
day a kind and gentle woman gave birth to her first 
child, a little girl named khanya. The mother could not 
see the baby in the darkness, but she could feel that 
khanye was beautiful and full of joy.

As she held the baby close to her, a ray of light broke 
through the blanket of darkness about them and lit 
up a happy smile on khanye’s face. Everyone gathered 
around the baby in amazement. They ran their hands 
through the ray of light and felt its warmth. The 
world had been in darkness for so long that many of 
them had never seen light before. what do you think 
they called this hole in the sky? Of course, they called 
it a ‘star’.
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Since that time, many good, kind people have been born.  
we have now reached the stage where so many good people 
exist on earth that half our day is light again. As more 
good people are born, more holes appear in the blanket 
above us. Eventually there will be so many good people and 
so many stars in the sky that there will be no night at all!

when that day finally comes, the earth will be once again 
what the Creator intended it to be.

‘I love this story,’ said Mpho softly. She asked Gogo her 
last question for the night, ‘will there be another star  
for me?’

Gogo was sure she saw another star form in the glowing 
night sky.



A poor fisherman lived with his 
wife near the sea. They lived in 
a funny little house that was 
made out of a bottle. Was the 
fisherman’s wife happy? No! 
She was not! She was always 
grumbling and complaining.  

‘This house is too small. I hate 
living in this bottle! I wish  
I lived in a nice little house.’

Well, one day the fisherman 
caught a strange fish in his net. 
The fish said to him, ‘If you let 
me go I will grant you a wish.’ 
The fisherman let the fish go 
and told his wife about the 
magic fish and the wish. The 
fisherman’s wife wished for a 
nice little house. The magic fish 
granted her wish and suddenly 
the fisherman and his wife 
were in a nice little house! The 
fisherman’s wife was so happy! 

But was she happy for long? No 
she was not!

She started grumbling and 
complaining. 

‘This little house is too small and 
dark. I hate living in this small, 
dark house. I wish I lived in a big 
house! Go and ask the magic fish 
for a big house.’

The fisherman did not want to 
ask the magic fish for more but 
his wife grumbled and complained 
until he went down to the beach 
and spoke once more to the 
magic fish. 

‘What does your wife want now?’ 
asked the magic fish.

‘She wants a big house,’ sighed 
the fisherman.

Once more the magic fish 
granted his wish and suddenly 
the fisherman and his wife were 
in a lovely big house! 

The fisherman’s wife was so 
happy! 

But was she happy for long?  
No she was not!

She soon started grumbling and 
complaining again. 

‘This big house is too cold. I hate 
living in this big, cold house. I 
wish I lived in a fine palace! Go 
and ask the magic fish for a fine 
palace.’ 

The fisherman did not want to 
ask the magic fish for more but 
his wife grumbled and complained 
until he went down to the beach 
and spoke once more to the 
magic fish. 

Well now, the magic fish was 
angry with the fisherman’s wife. 
So guess what kind of house he 
gave them next.

Suddenly the fisherman and 
his wife were back in their old 
bottle! And the fisherman never 
saw the magic fish again. The 
magic fish was sick and tired of 
all the grumbling.
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